

T be H i fl or i e of 

Heemade ablnfliing ci tall of himfejfe, 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, 

As it hc maftred thcrc a doubU fpirit 
Qftcaching,and oflcarninginflantly: 

There did hepaufe* but let me tell the world^ 
Ifheout-liuethccnuieofthis day, 

England did neuer owe fp fwcetca hope,' 

So muchrnifconftrued in his wantonnefte* 

Hot . Coofcn,! thinke thou art cnamorcd^ 

On his follies: neuer did I heare 
Of any Princefo wilde at hbcrtie : 

Butbe heas hewill,yetonceerenight; 

I will imbrace hirn with a Souldiers arme, 

T hat he fhall fhrinkc vnder my curtefie. 

Arme,arme with fpeed,and fellow’s fouldiers, friends, 

Bettcr confidcr whatyou haueto doc, 

That I that hauenot well the gift of tongue* 

C*n liftyour blood vp with perfwafion. SnteraMefengcr^ 
Mejf. My Lord,hcre are Letters for yoti.; 

Hot . I cannotrcad thcmnow. 

O, G<\$tlcmen,the timeoflife is fhort y 
Xo fpcnd that ftiortneftebafely, were too longy 
3( lile did ride vpon a Dials poynt, 

Still ending at thc arriuallofan houre, 

And if weliuc, vve liue to trced on Kinges, 

If die,brauc death, vvhen Frincesdie with vs. 

Now for our Confciences,the Armes is faire, 

\Vhen*theintent for bearing them is iuft. Sntcr another. 

Me jfr My Lord.prepare.thcÄT^Comcsoaapacc. 

Hot . I thankchim,that he cutsmefrom my tale : 

For Iprofefienot talkingjOnely this, 

L;et eaeh inan doe his beft ; and hcredraw I a Sword^ 

Whofe temper I intend to ftaine 

With the beft blood that I can meet withall. 

In theaduenturc of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Percy^ and fet on, 

Souftd all the loftie inftruHients of Warre,* 

Azid.by that inufickc 5 let ys all imbrace* k ' 
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Henric the fourth. 

Forheaucn to earth/ome of vs ncuerfhall, 

A-fecond tirac do fuch a curtefie. 

Hers t hej cmbracc, the Trampetsfoand,the K ing ent ers with his 
pevm-, alarme. to the B att ell: thenenter c DowgUs, and Sir 
Walter Elant. 

« Blunt . Whatis ihy name,that inBattcll thus thou crofkft mc? 
What honour doft thou fcekc vponmy headj 

T>ow. Know thenjmy name isDowg/as, ' 

And 1 doe haunttheein thc Battell thus, 

Bccaufc fomc tell mc, that thou are a King. 

Elant. They telltheetrue. 

Dewg. The Lord of Stafflorddt&rc to day hath bought 
Thy likenefle.for in ftead of thce.Kmg Harrj 
This Sword hath ended him.fo fhall icthee, 

V.deftc thou yceld thec as aPrifoner. 

Elant, I was not borne to yecld,thou proud Sot, 

And thou fhalt find a.King that vvill reuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They figt, D crrvglas kils Blant\ then enters Hot fp nr. 

Hot. O DongAtf.hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

Dorvg, Als done,als won.here breathles lyes thc King, 

Hot. Whcre? Dowg. Heere. 

Hot. This,DfB^/<^? no,Iknow this face full well, 
AgallantKnight he was,his name was Blant j 
Semblably furnifht like the Kinghimfelfe. 

T)ewg. Ahfoole,gos with thy foule whitheritgees, 

A borrowed titlehaft thou bought too dcare, 

Why didft thou tell tne.that thou wert a King/ 

Hot. The King hath many marching in hisCoatcs. 

TDoivg. Now by my Sword,I will kill all his Coates, 
Iletnurder all his Wardröpcpifice by piccc, 

Vntilllmecte thc King, Hot. Vp and ayvay.. 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day, 

Alarme , ent er FoJftacjfefolas. 

Pair. Thouglt I could fcape fhot-free al-Zandon ,I fearc the 
ahot herc.hereYno feoringbut vpon the pate. Soft,, w.ho are 
you? Sir Walter Blant, thcre’s lionour for you, here’s no vanitic, 

K*. I 




































